Enter Capulct j Ctmtie Paris, md the Clewtet* ’■ 
Opt*. And Motmtagneis bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and ’tis not hard I thinkc. 

For men fo old as we to keepe the peace. 

*Par. Of honourable reckoning arc you both. 

And pittie tis you lin’d at ods fo long : 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Copt*. But faying ore what I haue faid beforcv; 

My child is yet a flranger in the World, 

Shee hath hot feene the change of fourteeneyeares. 

Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinkc her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Y oungcr then ftic,arc happie Mothers made. 
CapH. And too foone roard are thofe fo early made: 
The earth hath fwaUowed ail my hopes but Ihe, 

She i« the hopefull Lady of my earth r 
But wnoc her gentle P4m,get her heart,, . 

My will to her confent, is but a part, 

Andihe agree,wiihin her fcope ofehoife* 

Lyes my conlent, andfaire according voice : 

This night I hold, an old aceuflomd Feaft, 

Whereto I haue inuited many a gueft, 

Suth as louc, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more i 
At my poore houfe, looke to behold this night. 

Earth treading ftarres, that make darke heauen light,. 
Such comfort as doc luflieyongmcnfcele, 

When well appareld on the hecle 

Of limping winter treads, eucn fuch delight 
Among frelh Fennell buds fliall you this night 
Inherit army houfe.hcare all, all fee;. 

And like her moH, whole merit mofl fhall be 
♦ Which on more view of many, mine being one,. 
May Hand in number, though in reckning none. 
Gome goc with me, goc firrah trudge about, 

Through fairc find.ihofe perfoBs out, 

• 'Whofe namcs’arc written there,and.to themfay. 
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if E^m^dndittRet. 

Myhdufcand welcome, on their pleafurc flay. ^ 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten that the Shoo-makcrlhould meddle with his yard, andthc 

Taylcr with his Laft, the Fi fher with his Penfilfand the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thole perfons whofe names 
are heee writ, and can neiier find what names the writing perfon 
hath here wrif(lmuft to the Learned,) in good time. 

Benuolio, ^ordRorbeo. 

Ben. Tot man one fire burncs out aiiothcrs burning, 

One paine is Icfncd by anothers anguilli : 

Turnegiddie,and bcholpc by backward turning. • 

One delperategricfe,curcs with an others laiiguilfa; , 

Take thottforoc newinfciftion to thecye. 

And the rankepoyfoB «f the old will dye. : - 

Romeo. YourPlantan leafeis excellent for that. 

Ten. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken Ihin. 

Bets. Why art thou mad? 

Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Prifon, kept withour my food, -- 

Whipt and totmented.and Godden good fellow, 

J’«r. Godgjgodcn, I pr^y fir can you reade ? t 

£«ww. I mine ownc fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 

But I ptay can you reade any thing you fee? 

Rom, I lf I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ye fay honeftly, reftyou merry, 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter, 

^Eigwur yLzrtn^o , and ins wife and daughters : Anfelrae 

^andhis beauteous fleers . the Lady widdow ofV truuio,5e<>»e«r 

Placcntio,W bit io»efyJVeeces:McTcatioandhis brother y ilea- ' 
tine : Capulct daughters :mj fatreNeeet 

A faire Aflcmbly, whither fliould they come ? 
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